"Chobot saved me ... but now I want to
study."

"So you don't want to marry him, and
go with him?"

"I want to study. But if you tell me to go,
I'll go."

I looked once again into those clear,
open eyes, intending to ask her whether she
knew what Chobot's mood was. But somehow
I could not, and said instead:

"All  right,   you go  quietly to  bed."

"So I'm not to go?" she asked childishly,
holding her head a little on one side.

"No, you're not to go, you're to study,"
I replied moodily, and fell to thinking, so
that I did not even notice.how she went quiet-
ly out of the office.

Chobot I saw the next morning. He was
standing at the main entrance to the White
House, obviously waiting to see me. I
invited him into the office with a nod of my
head. He followed my movements in silence
as I was fidgeting with the keys and drawers
of my desk, and then said suddenly, as if to
himself:

"So Natasha's not going!"

I glanced up at him, and realized that
he was aware of nothing but his loss. Leaning
one shoulder up against the door, he fixed
his gaze on a pane of glass in the top corner
of the window, and whispered something.
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